CHAPTER   XIX
BOMBAY:  THE GATE OF INDIA
FOR my last walk in India I roamed the Bombay
streets till night was closing in.   After the
silence of the Rajput countryside, I found the din
and turmoil of the Bombay traffic overpowering.
In the course of my wanderings I recognized
various Indian types among the passers-by whose
encounter suddenly, delectably, projected me several
months back in time, many hundred miles in space.
I saw Pathans from Peshawar, bearded Sikhs from
the Punjab,  Mahometans with  bulky turbans,
Hindus of every caste and sect, with paint-smeared
foreheads and naked bodies.   Here were Sadhus
in saffron-yellow robes, ascetics streaked with dust
and coloured powder come to the city from their
jungle fastnesses, and other types unknown to me,
strange beings with distraught eyes, hailing from
the impenetrable forests of Central India or the
Madras hills.   In an ecclesiastical warehouse I even
came across a native Jew, the first member of his
race I had encountered in my seven months' travels;
and a Saint-Vincent-de-Paul sister outside a hos-
pital.   I rubbed shoulders with Catholic priests,
missionaries of a religion from overseas that owes
the mystic glamour with which the Indian eye
invests it to the remoteness of its origin ; much as
the splendours of the East, the birthplace of this
same religion, dazzled the imagination of early
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